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Forgotten Lyrics 


Jon was a perfectionist. It was the reason that the band had been so utterly successful over several 
generations now. But it was also a huge reason for fights, both at home and on the road. And by the time 
they were l0 shows or so into a world tour, those worlds blended together for Jon He called home every 
night, checked in with everyone, and often went to bed alone, in his own hotel suite, with a bottle of malbec or 


a nice rich chianti, or if he was struggling to sleep.. or writing.. sometimes two bottles. 


They were two nights into a 3-night show in Houston. The first night, Jon had issues with his guitar tech and 
his guitars, and nothing would stay in tune. It made him crazy, and he yelled at poor Mario for a good twenty 
minutes after the show last night. 


Houston, in the summer, is hell on Earth. Jon would prefer to skip this state all together, if he didn't love his 
fans so. But the humidity and the heat were miserable, and instruments weren't staying in tune again today. 
Mario had warned Jon this morning that he was going to prep a few extra acoustic guitars... just in case there 
were more issues tonight. Jon might have watched him prepare for the evening a little closer than Mario liked 
on other days, but he could deal with this. At least he didn't threaten to fire him (which would often happen if 


Jon's mic ever dared to fail during a show). 


Finally, at about 6:30, Jon retired to his room. The hotel was attached to the arena, which made getting back 
and forth easier. This week, he and Richie had adjoining rooms so that they could "work on a new song idea" 
With an enormous song catalog, that was always a possibility. More often than not, in their younger days, it 
meant they were partying together. Now as they had progressed on to stable mid-life with wives and kids, 
everything had changed. 


In Japan, touring for 1800- F, the entire band had one hell of a time. They partied with ALL the girls, and most 
of the drugs and alcohol they could find, and even with each other. Or to be more specific, Jon and Richie had 
started selecting one or two fans to spend the evening entertaining. It didn't take long on those evenings, with 
the adrenaline rush from the show, the hot, sweaty fan wearing barely next to nothing, and a bond that the 


band described as "brothers" but a more accurate term was "lovers." 


Mr-In-Charge, Captain Kidd himself was such a control freak that usually by the time he was intimate with 
someone, he did not want to be in charge. Jon took direction well, and was a very pleasing lover. He had a real 
weakness for women who loved to talk to him and tell him *exactly* what they wanted him to do. And men, 


too. 


Jon and Richie had just *happened* and they both knew that it had to be kept within their inner circle. 
Dorothea knew, because she knew how Jon was in bed. She knew before he had even curled up with her, put 


his head in her lap, and tried to tell her. He was mortified and she had reacted with nothing but pure love. 


With a good 90 minutes before they'd cross over to the arena, Richie put a teakettle on in Jon's lush suite. 
Tea, for warming up those vocal chords. Jon came up behind him, and just rested his face between Richie's 
shoulder blades, while wrapping his hands around Richie's waist. He cherished this hour he got before each 
show, every day they performed, with his best friend, his second love, and the one who could reach inner, 
submissive parts of him that only Dorothea had ever touched. 


With Dorothea, her control was soft, gentle. Firm, direct, and vocal. Jon did as he was told when the bedroom 
door was locked, and she didn't have to use her blackbelt skills to get his cooperation if she did want to make 


things more painful. 


With Richie, there was a lot less talk. He didn't do as much telling Jon what he wanted as he did just grabbing 


Jon and making him do things. But never before a show. 

"Jonny, you going to be OK out there tonight?" 

"Why wouldn't | be?" 

"You've been a little rough on Mario, and he's pulling double duty doing guitars for both of us this week" 

Jon nodded, forgetting that Mario was solo this week Ugh, he shouldn't have jumped on him so badly last night 


Their road crew was loyal and amazing, and family. Family forgives, right? Or at least they love you anyway. He 


made a mental note to make sure he apologized to Mario after the show tonight. 


Richie poured just a touch of Jack Daniels in Jon's tea, with some honey and lemon. Nothing better for the 
vocal chords, or at least Jon believed. This was the time that they would often make last minute changes to 


the set list for the night, and they did. 


Oh it was HOT tonight. 93 degrees still as the sun was setting. New Jersey certainly had its faults, but the 


weather was tolerable almost all the time, and he couldn't say that about Texas. 


Richie gave him a quick glance as the lights dropped back stage, and told him "You go make love to those fans 
tonight!" 


The set list was simple tonight, so far: 


- Bad Name 
- What About Now 
- Blaze of Glory 


One of the changes that Richie had encouraged Jon to make before showtime was to insert Always after Blaze. 
Jon saw the set list, approved it, distributed it to everyone operating the prompters, and still, when Mario 
handed him his black AP treasured guitar, Jon's mind went blank 


Jon had penned these lyrics 100% on his own. He knew them in his sleep, and yet when he opened his mouth, 
out came gibberish. Richie and Dave sang the first two lines, and saved Jon from being as embarrassed as he 


could have been. 


Once Jon fumbled like that, he could get lost in his head pretty quickly. Richie made sure to start I'll Be There 
For You so he could be in close proximity, and make sure Jon looked at him while he was singing. Jon got the 


message, and managed to stay focused the rest of the show. 


Jon and Richie had an adjoining suites on the top floor, the rest of the band was scattered a little more than 
usual in this hotel, but since they were here for one more night, it actually worked out really well: each band 
member had their down time, and privacy to do whatever they wished. As a tight knit group, they believed 
strongly in the idea that what happens on the road stays on the road. Everyone was happier that way, and it 
enabled the group of almost IOO people between the band, back up players and singers and the stage crew, an 
impressive lot, to keep secrets. But they did. 


Now they were the last two going up in the elevator to the top floor, and Jon was quiet, contemplating what 
Richie was thinking. Richie took his hand and led him to the door of Jon's side of the suite. 


Jon looked disheveled, as he usually does after a show. Wearing tight, low cut jeans and no underwear, he 


looked a little strange with a Texans t-shirt on. He loved all football, but this was a way to also remind him 
which city he was in on any given day. He kicked off his shoes, sat down at the executive desk and looked at 
Richie. Not many people get to see the great Jon Bon Jovi nervous, and so Richie took a moment to relish in 
the feeling of power he had: he knew Jon was stuck in his head, and needed to refocus. To stop beating himself 
up over mistakes made tonight and last night. 


For once, Richie was wearing jeans instead of leather pants. This meant he had a real, thick, leather belt on, 


with a heavy buckle in front. He put his hand on his belt buckle. Jon winced. 

"You forgot the words tonight.” 

"| know." 

This had happened before, so Jon knew a little of what to expect. 

"Two nights in a row of issues is too much." 

"| know." 

"So you know what | have to do." 

Jon stood, and reached for Richie's hand. They walked into the master bedroom. Jon stood at the foot of the 
bed and waited, facing the headboard. Nothing took his breath away faster than hearing that belt coming out 


of its loops. A soft hand on his lower back, and Jon bent over the end of the bed "We will start with 20." 


Even through Jon's jeans, that belt stung. And Richie wasted no time making it through those first 20 and 
really challenging Jon to stand there and "take it like a man" - a phrase they used with each other, but 


wouldn't utter to anyone else such a non-PC statement. 
The first 20 over with, Richie looked at Jon and said "You know what | want." 


Jon nodded, stood up straight, and removed his clothing. His semi-hard cock betrayed him. He really didn't like 
this, and Richie knew that. 


Once he was naked, he knelt down, facing Richie. Quietly, Jon sang: 


This Romeo is bleeding, but you can't see his blood 
Its nothing but some feelings 

That this old dog kicked up 

Its been raining since you left me 


Now Im drowning in the blood... 


Flood, not blood. Dammit. 


"20 more." Jon stood up, assumed the position again, this time without the protection of his clothing. These 
would hurt more, he knew, and they did. 


"Again," Richie said. This time, Jon did not make any mistakes. Richie knelt down and kissed Jon's forehead and 
said "IO more, to make sure you get out of your head for the night." 


Ouch. The last IO with the belt were really hard. Hard enough that Jon would have welts tomorrow, and even 


as long as Friday, when they flew home. 


Richie helped Jon to his feet and held him. He pulled out a pair of Jon's pajama bottoms, and handed them to 
him. Quietly, Jon slipped into the pajamas and asked for a t-shirt. Oh, Richie melted when Jon would *ask* for 
something - no matter what it was. Such the control freak, he just loved seeing the more vulnerable Jon. 


Richie opened a bottle of the malbec Jon had ordered, and poured him a glass. 
"You aren't staying?" Jon looked at him, quietly. With that submissive, slightly broken look. 


"Not tonight. Not till you can focus the way you need to focus. Tomorrow night." Jon nodded, and noticed Richie 
had pulled the sheet and comforter back to tuck him into bed. Richie pointed at the bed. Message received: get 
a good night's sleep, finish the job in Houston, and then we can celebrate. Jon nuzzled into Richie's chest for a 


moment, and then crawled into bed. 


